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of stained glass, the modern decorators and architects of all
vanities, the Ritualists and the High Church party, should
think of him with kindness. It cannot be said that they
should give him a place in their calendar, for he was not
of the stuff of which saints are made. It was a very thin
veneering of medievalism which covered his modern creed ;
and the mixture is not particularly edifying. Still he un-
doubtedly found out that charming plaything which, in other
hands, has been elaborated and industriously constructed till
it is all but indistinguishable from the genuine article. We
must hold, indeed, that it is merely a plaything, when all
has been said and done, and maintain that when the root
has once been severed, the tree can never again be made to
grow. Walpole is so far better than some of his successors,
that he did not make a religion out of these flimsy materials.
However that may be, Walpole's trifling was the first fore-
runner of much that has occupied the minds of much greater
artists ever since. And thus his initiative in literature has
been as fruitful as his initiative in* art. The c Castle of
Otranto' and the f Mysterious Mother' were the progeni-
tors of Mrs. RadclifFe's romances, and probably had a strong
influence upon the author of ' Ivanhoe.' Frowning castles
and gloomy monasteries, knights in armour, and ladies in
distress, and monks and nuns and hermits, all the scenery
and the characters that have peopled the imagination of the
romantic school, may be said to have had their origin on the
night when Walpole lay down to sleep, his head crammed
full of Wardour Street curiosities, and dreamt that he saw a
gigantic hand in armour resting on the banister of his stair-
case. In three months from that time he had elaborated a
story, the object of which, as defined by himself, was to
combine the charms of the old romance and the modern